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CHAPTER L be lifted the letter so that had come He choked back the cry that rose to|and kiss it, and in the ineffable con-
perfume it came to factor, Col hkﬁumﬂmmtiﬂunmd-ﬂ-mmﬂhpmﬁuwﬂﬁl
The Hyacinth Letter. strongly. ﬁeﬁ come over on & ! out sound The m:mhoum&e | Philip Steele
HILTP STEELE'S pencil dmbrlt‘-nl London, and “time it was . LooH 2 1Mm,mm&lbwm ew that he' was locking vpom that
i = Hawkins' ball—he had ial in the |and his wife were either in Lond ;khﬂh-&em&dl of the temt. H.mmamﬂmmmrmmm
steadily over the paper, as if the|her, He half closed his eves, was an old | Liverpool, or the Atantic. No|start after breakfast” . in the fircligh on fur, the whi h:imulgeoinmummm'uhii
mere writing of a letter he might | logs crackled in the fireplace had no busi- | matter how ! two letters ap- Hlmﬁd'hgummmmdh‘@nd ing Iightly the|heart In its place would remain this
never mail in some way lessened the |wind roared de, he saw merely on 8 |peared 1o him, he realized ‘that, under |and he was back in his own cabin | flap of tent, and then an instant | picture of love—love as he had dreamed
lonsiineds 2s he had seen that see » bit of|the circumstances, the same person | smoking his It was almost with{he saw a face. In the instant he sat|of it, as he had hoped for it, and which
The wind i : ously beantifal; memory could not have written them both. Forja of that he took the!as rigid as if he had stopped the beat!he had found at last—but not for bim-
e Wi “Mﬂslfﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂkwdmmmwn iserable. | many mintues he sat ‘back in his chair, | golden from his wallet and help|of his own life. A pair of dark eyes|self—in the heart of a wilderness.
outside. From off the lake come vol-|ing his blood like s 'em down to|with his eves half closed. absorbing the (it once more so that it shone before ing in at him, a flash of laughing]| He saw now something childishly
lt.\'!vfslm-llhlhﬁfmmlﬂﬂEbeutymigbthn for elson House?™ he | comforting heat of the fire. Again the [his eyes in the £ L teeth, a low titter that was scarce more | sweet and pure in the face that
all the wild demons of this black might|{was still his, if he chose. A wi Tﬁ#ﬁmmt’hﬂ. In a sub- "Yotlr_rmv,?lnSﬁde.'hen-!lm:lliwtinglhmu-mu.andthc!ut-dmcmhimnhaumemii.ly
in the wilderness seem bent on tearing | from out of the wilderness a few lines | duck feathers, three women, a conscious sort of way he found him.|sured himself® “You're an unalloyed | was . leaving him still staring into | through the snow-crust; ethi
apart the hoge end-locked logs that[that he might write to-night— ized factor at the Nelson, and there ain't | sell fighting sgainst i, as he had strug. {idiot. What the deuce has Col. Beck-|the blank space where it had been. too, in the colonel's face, which
form my cabin home, In truth, it is a| With a sudden jerk Steele sat bolt of 'em here—not even a woman!"|gled a score of times to thirow off ns|er's wife got to do with you—even if thlm.lghlo ive warmning of his|out and gn'?led at his very heart-
terrible might to be afar from human|UPright. One after another he crump- shrugged  his as|presence, simce the girl's Jetter had|she has golden bair and uses cream- | wakefulness, teeie Hung off his blanket | strings, and hled him with & warm
oA s . | led the sheets of paper in his hand and | Breed mentioned the three women at|come to him. And this time, as before, | tinted paper soaked in hyacinth? Con. |and drew himself th the low open- | glow that was new and st to him,’
compamionsinp, with naught but this|, . .4 51 bt the sgnature page into| Nelson his ‘effort was futile "He saw heér|found it—there!” and he released the|ing of the tent On extreme right|and which was almost the happiness
roaring dmlatlnm about and the ®if|the fire. The last sheet he kept, stud-; “There are only two women there|again—and af::ﬂ’ as on that night of | shining hair from his so that n:}‘:.hg fire stood a man and woman, [of the = two. It swept from him the
sbove filled with screeching terrors.|ied it for a little—as if her name were|now,” he replied, “Since a certain|the Hawkins' ,gu_ladlrpl smiling | the air currents sent it foating back | warming themselves over the coals |sense o1 loneliness which had oppressed
Even through thick log walls 1 can|the answer to a p en laid it Nome pas way, one of |at him, the t shining gloriously in |into the decper gloom of the f They straightened from their leaning |bim a short time before, and when at
hear the surf roaring among the rocks |aside. For a few moments there re- |them has gone into the te deep red gold of er hair. i It was midnight before he went to| posture as he appeared. last, after they had talked for a long
and beating the white driftwood like a | mained still the haunting swectness of | “Well, then,” said Breed, who| With an effort Steele aroused himself [bed. He was up with the first cold| “This is too bad, too bad, Mr. Steele,” | time beside the fire, the colonel's wife
thousand battering tams, almost at my | the hyacinth. When it was gone, helhad pot ca the flash of fire in the|and looked at his watch. It was a quar- |gray of dawn.  All that day he strode|exclaimed the man, advancing quickly. | lifted her pretty head drowsily and
: ter of five He stooped to steadily eastward on snowshoes, over|“l was afraid we'd make a blunder and | asked if she might ge to bed, he h-

door. It is a night to make one shiver,
and in the lulls of the storm the tall
pmes above me whistle and wail mourn-
fully as they straighten their twisted
heads after the blasts

To-morrow this will be a desolation
oi snow. There will be snow from here
to Hudson’s Bay, from the bay to the
arctic, and where now there is all this
fury and strife of wind and sleet there
will be unending quiet—the
which breeds our tongueless people of
the North. But this s smal] comfort
for to-might. Yesterday I caught a Iit-
tle mouse m my flour and killed him.
I am sorry now, for surely 2ll this trou-
ble and thunder in the night would have
driven him out from his home in the
wall to keep me company.

It waonle not be so bad if it were not
for the s+l Three times in the last
half hour | have started to take it down
its shelf over my crude stone
fireplace. where mine logs are blazing.
But each tne | have fallen back, shiv-
ering, mio the bed.like chair 1 have
made for mys=elf out of saplings and
czribou skin. It s a human skull. Only
a <hort time ago it was a living man,
with a voire, and eves, and bram—and
that 15 what makes me uncomiortable
I it were an old skull, it would be dii-
ferent. But it is a new skoll  Almost
I fancy at times that there is hfe lurk-
ing in the cyeless sockets, where the
ted firelight from the g:i!ch-wrizhlrd
logs plays in grewsome flashes; and I
fancy, too, that in the bramless cawn-
ies of the skull
some of the old passwon, stirred mto
irit life by the very madness of this
t A hundred umes 1 have been
v that T kept the thing, but never
more 5o than now
How the wind howls and the pines
reech above me! A pailful of snow,
mging down my chimney, sends the
hills up my spine as if it were the ver)
fevil himself, and the steam of
surges oul and upward and hides the
ckull. It is absurd to go to bed, to
make an effort to sleep, for 1 know
what my dreams would be. To-night
they would be flled with this skull—
and with visions of a face, a woman's
face—

Thus

L]
far had Steele wrrtten, when

i & nervous laugh he sprang from

r. and with something that

ded very near to an cath, in the

tamult of the storm, crumpled

the paper m his hand and flung it

among the blazmg logs he had describ-
ed but a few moments hefore.

“Confound 1t this will never do'™ he

falling into his own pecular

of communing with himself. “I

won't do, Phil Steele; deuce take

t will! Yon're getting nervous,
a heust of a mght!”

what

He

again a< another blast of snmow plunged
down the chimney,

“Wish I'd built a fire in the stove in-
stead of there,” he went on, flling his
pipe “Thonght it would be a htile
more cheerful. vou know. Lord pre-
serve us, listen to that!™

He hegan walking up and down the
hewn log floor of the ¢abin, his hands
deep 1 his pockets. puffing out volum-
mnous clouds of smoke. It was not often
Philip Steele’s face was unpleasant
to lock upon, but to-mght it wore any-
thing but it« natural good humor. It
was a strong, thin face, set off by a
<guare jaw, and with clear, stecl-gray
eves in which jnst pow there shone a
they rested for a
the white skull over he
of the skull
Steele turned to a rongh board table,
lighted by 2 twisted bit of cotton cloth,

juarters submerged in a shallow
carthou grease. In the dim light
s mmprovised lamp there were two
opencd and soiled, which an
had brought up to him from

At

scruliny

Indian
Nelson House the day before. One of

them was short and to the point. It
was an offical note from headquarters
ordermng him to join a certain Back
Nome at Lac Bamn, a hundred miles
farther north.

It was the sccond letter which Steele
took in his hands for the twentieth
time since it had come to him here,
300 miles into the wilderness. There
were half 3 dozen pages of it, written
in a woman's hand, and from it there
rose to his nostrils the faint, sweet per-
fume of hyacinth. It was this odor
that troubled him—that had troubled
him since yesterday, and that made him
restless and almost homesick to-might.
It took him back to things—to the
of not so v long ago when he had
been a part of the life from which the
letter came, and when the world had
seemed to hold for him all that one
could wish. In a retrospective flash
there ssed bgfore him a wvision of
those days, when he, Mr. Philip Steele,
son of a multimilbonaire banker, was
one of the favored few in the social

Iife of a great city; when fashionable NOTICE!

clubs ed their doors o him, and what's in it are
bcau'tifﬁ women smiled upon him, and | quasheed by me. Fill your gizzard but
when, among others, this girl of the | not your

hyacinth letter held ou to  him the ST Northwest Mounted,
tempting Jure of her heart. Her heart?

Or was it the tempring of his own CHAPTER IL

wealth?  Steele laughed, and his strong
white teeth | ed in a half-con-
tuous smile as he turned again to-

tempi
ward the fire,

_He sat down, with the letter still in
his hands, an t of some of
those others whom had known
What had become

ered—the

stillness | !

1

there must sull bel

turned to the rude stone fireplace | fact more than” Stecle hmnself, and he

gave a last searching sniff, rose to his
feet with a flangh in which there was
some veturn of his old spirit, hid that
final page of her letter in his traveling
kit and p to refill his pipe
Maore than once Philip Steele had told
himself that he was born a century or
two after his time. He had admitted
this much to a few of his friends, and
they had laughed at him. Omne evening
his hesrt s little to the
hyacinth letter, and after
that she had called him eccentric

unlike other men, that the blood in
him was calling back to almost forgot-
ten generations, when strong hearts and
steady hands counted for manhood rath-
er than stocks and honds, and when ro-
mance and adventure were not quite
dead, At college he took civil engineer-
ing, pecause it seemed to him to bﬂuhcl
the Spirit of outdoors; and when he
had fnished he incurred the wrath of
those at home by buryving himself for
a whole vear with a surveymg expedi-
von in Central America.

It was this expedition that put the
finicshing touch to Philip Steele. He
came back a big hearted, clear minded
young felllow, as bronzed as an Artec
—a hater of cities and the hothouse
varieties of pleasure to which he had
been born, and as far removed from
anticipation of his father’s millions as
though they had never been. He pos-
sessed a fortune n his own right, but
as vet he had found no use for the in-
come that was piling up. A second
expedition, this time to Brazil, and then
he came back—to meet the girl of the
hyacinth letter. And after that, after
he had broken from the bondage which
held Moody, and Fordney, and Whitte-
more, he went back to his many adven-
tures .

It was the North that held him. In
the unending desolations of snow and
forest and plain, between Hudson's
Bay and he wild coygtry of the Atha-
basca, he found the few people and the
mystery and romance which carried him
back, and linked him to the dust-cov-
ered generations he had lost. One day
a slender, athieticly built young man
enlisted at Regina for service m the
Northwest Mounted Police. Within
six momths he had made several rec-
ords for himself, and succeeded in hav-
ing himseli detailed to service in the
extreme North, where man-hanting be-
came the thrilling game of One against
One in an empty and voiceless world
And no ane, not even the girl of the
hyacinth letter, would have dreamed
that the man who was officially listed
as "Private Phil Steele, of the N. W,
M. P." was Philip Stecle, milliomaire
and gentleman adventurer.

None appreciated the humor of this

fell zgain into his wholesome laugh as
he placed a fresh pime log on the fire,
wondermg what his aristocratic friends
—and especially the gir! of the hyacinth
letter—waould say if they could see him
and his environment just at the pres-
ent moment. In a slow, chuckling sur-
vey he took in the heavy German socks
which he had hung to dry close to the
fire; his worn shoe-packs, shining in a
thick coat of caribou grease, and his
single suit of steaming underwear that
he had washed after zapper, and which
hung suspended from the ceiling, look-
ing for all the world, in the half dusk
of the cabin, like a very thin and head-
less man. In this gloom, indeed, but
ane thing shone out white and distinct
—the skull on the little sheit above the
fire. Ac his eves rested on it, Steele’s
Itps tightened and his face grew dark
With a sudden movement he reached
up and took it m his hands, holding it
for a moment so that the light from
the fire flashed full upon it In the left
side, on a line with the eveless socket
and above the ear, was a hole as large
as a small egg. ’

“So I'm ordered up to join Nome,
the man who did this, eh;; be rninnered,
fingers the ragged edge *1 could
kill hi:ls for what happened down there

at Nelson House, M'sicur Janette
Some day—I may.” )
He balanced the skull on his finger
tips, level with his chin ’
“Nice sort of a chap for 2 Hamlet, I
am,” he went on, whimsically, “T be-
lieve Tl chuck wyou into the fire,

M'sieur Janette. You're getting on my
nerves. i

He stopped suddenly and lowered the
skull to the table.

“No, L. won't burn you,” he continued.
“T've brought you this far and ITl pack
you up tIule; Bain withnm -
moming give you to y Nome
for breakfast then, M'sicur—
then we shall see what we shall see”

Later that might he wrote a few
words on a slip of paper and tacked the
paper to the inside of his door. "To

who mi follow in his footst it
cmvemm information and aﬁu:
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other’s eyes. “But 1 tell you there ain't
a one here, Steele, not even an Indian—
and that dirty Cree, Jack, is doing the
cooking. Bl

essed Saints, [ caught him
mixing biscuit in the wash basin|i
the o day, and I'vé been ecating

those biscuits ever since since our peo-
ple went out to their traplines! There's
Nome, two Crees, a “half, and

you, and

is knee, shining
ght, like a thread of spun
E::!d. lay a single filament of 3 woman's
L
i*ic rose slowly, bolding the hair be-
tween him and the lightt His fingers

myseli—and that's every soul there'lftrembled, his breath came guickly.

be at Lac Bain until the mid-winter run
Now. what in heaven's name
is the poor old Mrs. Colonel going to

Within himseli he knew that he was|do?” ;

“Got a bed for her?”

“A bunk—hard as nails!”

B grub #”

“Rotten!” groaned the factor. “Every
trapper’s son of them took out bi
lies this fall and we're stripped.

ur, sugarn’ prunesand caribou un-
til I feel like turni
time I smell it
commission for a pound of pork.
If this letter ain't ‘quality’ you
can cut me into jiggers, Bet the Mrs
Colonel wrote it for her hubby™

From an inside pocket Breed drew
a square while envelope with a
broken steal of red wax, and {rom it
extracted s folded sheet of cream-tint-
Scarcely had Steele taken the
note in his hands when a quick thnll
passed through him.
read the first line
again of that haunting sweetness in the
air he breathed—the perfume of hya-
There was not only this
fume, but the same paper, the samg
cately pretty wrniting of the letter he|
had burmned more than a week before
He made no effort to suppress the ex-
clamation of astomishment that
from his lips. Breed was staring at
him when he lifted his eyes
“This is a mighty sirange
dence. Breed” he said, regaining his
I could almost swear that
I know this writing, and yet of course
such a thing is impossible,
Wil you let me keep

of fur]

here!

forth

ed

cinth.

composure.

mighty queer.

the letter. until to-night?
take :3 over to the cabin and compare

—

“Needn't return it at all” interr
“Hope wou find somet

the factor,

interesting te teil
It will

sharp.
know

"

em.”

Ten minutes later Steele was in the
little cabin which he and Nome occu-
pied while at Lac Bamn,
had built 2 rousing fire in
<heet-iron <tove, and as Steele opened
its furmace-like door, a flood of lLight
poured out mto the gathering gloom | from
of early evening

be a

sup-
ns,

inside out every

I'd give a month’s
Loe!

Before hs had

he was conscious

r-
eli-

broke

eoinci-

Sill, Wt's
I'd like to

ed
ing
supper—=<
if vou

at
blessing

me

Jack, the Cree,

k| bhall, when he ha

hair had fallen upon his knee from the
letter—or the envelope. and it was won-
derfully like her har! .

From the direcion of the factor’
uarters came the deep bellowing o
grﬂd'; moose-horn, a!l;:? him to sup-
per. Before he r to it, Steele
wound the silken thread of gold about
his finger, then placed it carefully
among the papers and cards which he
carried in ks leather wallet. His face
was flushed when he joined the factor.
Not since the night st the Hawking'

: felt the touch of a
beantiful woman's hands, the warmth
of her breath, the soft sweep of her
hair agamst his lips as he had leaned
over her in his hali-surrender, had
thought of woman stirred him as he
felt himself stirred now, He was glad
that Breed was too much absor in
his own troubles 1o observe any possi-
ble change in himself or to ask ques-
tions about the letter.

“l tell you, it may mean the short
birch for me, oSteele,” said the factor
gloomily. * Bain is just now the
emptiest, most fallen-to-preces, unbusi-
ness-like post between the Athabasca
and the bay. We've had two bad sea-
sons running, and everything has gone
wrong. Col. Becker ts a big one with
the company. Ain't no doubt about
that, and ten to one he'll think it's a
new man that's wanted here”

“Nonsense " exclaimed Steele A
sudden flash shot into his face as he
looked hard at Breed. “See here, how
would vou like to have me go out to
meet them?™ he asked. "Sort of a wel-
commg committee of one, you know
Before they got here I could casually
give ‘em to understand what Lac Bain
has been up against during the last two
seasons

Breed's face brightened
stant

“That mught <ave us, Steele
vou do 13"

“With pleasure™

Philip was o ous of an increasing
warmth in h:;m as he bent over his

an in-

will

in

the long

Drawing a chair full |

into the light, he again opened the let- |

ter,

he scrutinized
cach breath that be drew he found him- | it
self more deeply thrilled by a curious | woman—ugh!

Line for line and word for word
the writing,

and with

peaple 7
I "q']m

plate “You're sure—thev're elderly
he asked
15 what
Churchiil ;
eolonel was an old man.
“And his wife®™
“Has got her nerve” growled Breed
irreverently,  “It wouldn't be so bad if
was only the colonel But an old
What he doesn't think

MacVeigh wrote me
at least he said the

mental excitement which it was impos- | of she'll remind him of, you can depend

sihle for him to explain.
the letter, Col, and Mre

According to |
Becker had ar- |

on that”
Steele thought of his mother, who

the company’s trail to the . Two
hours before dusk he put up his light
tent, gathered balsam for a bed, and
built a fire of dry spruce against the
face of a buge rock in front of his shel
ter. It was still light when he wra
himself in his blanket and lay down
on the balsam, with his feet stretched
out to the reflected heat of the big
rock. It seemed to Steele that there
wis an unnatural stillness in the air, as
the might thickened beyond the rim of
firelight, and, zs the gloom grew still
deeper, blotting out his vision in inky
blackness, there crept over him slowly
a feeling of loneliness. Tt was a new
sensation to Steele, and he shivered as
he sat up and faced the fire. It was
this same quet this same unendi
mystery of voiceless desolation that
won him to the North. Until to-night
be had loved it. But now there was
something oppressive about it, some-
lthtbat made him stran his eyes to
see beyond the rock and the fire, and
set his ears in tense listening for sounds
which did not exist. He knew that in
this hour he was longing for compan-
ionship—not that of Breed, nor of men
with whom he hunted men, but of men
and women whom he had once known
and in whose lives he had played a part
—aiges ago, it seemed to him. - He knew,
as he sat with clenched hands and star-
ing ecyes, that chiefly he was longi
for a woman—a woman whose eyes ;:5
lips and sunny hair haunted him after
months of forgetfulness, and whose
face smiled at him luringly, now, from
out the leaping flashes of fire—tegupting
him, calling him over a thousand miles
of space. And if he vielded—

The thought sent his nails biting into
the flesh of his palms and he sank back
with a curse that held more of misery
than blasphemy. Physical exhaustion
rather than desire for sleep closed his
eves, at last, in half-slumber, and after
that the face seemed nearer and more
real to him, until it was close at his
side, and “was speaking to him. He
heard again the soft. nppling laugh,
girlishly sweet, that had fascinated him
at Hawkins' ball; he heard the distant
hum and chatter of other yoices
then one loud and close—that of Chee-
bro, who had uwnwittingly interrupted
them, and saved lim, just in the nick
of tme.

Steele moved restlessly; after 2 mo-
ment wriggled to his elbow and looked
toward the fire. [le seemed to hear
Chesbro's voice agamn as he awoke, and
a thnll as keen as an electric shock
set his nerves tingling when he heard
once more the lauglung voice of his
dream, hushed and low. In amazement
he sat bolt upright and stared Was
| be stil] dreaming? The fire was burn-
ing brightly and he was aware that he
had scarce fallen into slee P
_ A movement—a sound of feet crunch-
ing softt ym the smow, and a figure
came between him and the fire

rived at Churchill aboard the London |looked at things through a magnifying

It was a woman
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We were about to camp
on a mountain back there when we
saw your fire and drove on to it I'm

mr:{'——-"

“Wouldn't have had you miss me for
anything," interrupted Steele, gripping
the other's profiered hand. “You see,
I'm out from Lac Bain to meet Colonel
and Mrs. Becker, and—" He hesi-
tated purposely, his white teeth gleam-
ing in the frank smile which made
people like him immensely, from the
first. -

“You've met them," completed the
laughing voice from across the fire
“Please, Mr. Steele, will
me for looking in at you and waking
you up? But your feet looked so ter-

all I could see, though I tried awfully
hard. Anyway, 1 saw your name print-
ed on the fhap of your tent.”

Steele felt 2 slow fire burning in his
cheeks as he encountered the beautiful
eyes glowing at lhum from behind the
colonel. The woman was smiling at
him. In the heat of the fire she had
pushed back her fur turban, and he
saw that her hair was the same shin-
mg red gold that had come to him in
the letter, and that her lips and eves
and the glorious color in her face were
remarkably like those of which he had
dreamed, and of which waking vision
had come with the hvacmth letter to
All him with unrest and homesickness
In spite of himself he had reasoned

would have golden hair, but these oth-
er things, the laughing beauty of her
face, the luring depth of her eyes

He caught himself staring

“I—I was dreaming” he almost stam-

mered. He palied himself together
quickly, “T wa: dreaming of a face,
Mrs. Becker. It seems strange that

this shonld happen—awav up here, in
this way. The face that | dreamed of
15 a thousand miles from hege, and it
s wonderfully like yours™

The colonel was laoghing at him
when he turned He was a little man,
as straight as a gnn rod. pale of face
except for his nose. which was nipped
red by the cold, and with a pointed
beard as white as the snow under his
fret That part of his countenance
which exposed itseli above the top of
his great fur coat and below his thick
beaver cap war alive with good cheer,
notwithstanding its pallor

“tslad you're good humored about it
Steele,” he cried with an immediate tone
of comradeship. “We waonldn't
vemtured into vour camp f it hadn't
been for lsobel She was positively in-
sistent, sir. Wanted to see who was
here and what it locked like Eh lso-
bel, my dear, are vou satisfied >

"I surely didn't expect to find ‘It
asleep at this time of the dav.” ud
Mrs. Becker. She laughed straight in-
to Philip's face, and so roguishly sweet
was the corve of her red hips and the
light in her eves that his heart quick-
ened its beating, and the flush deepened
in his cheeks

“It's only six,” he said. looking at

sufe, you kmow. Where are the oth-
ere ™

“Back there” said the colonel, wave
Mg an armm into the gloom “I=obel
made ‘em it down and be quer, dogs

and all, sir. whyle we came on alone

close against the face of this rock. It's
as good as a furnace”

The colonel moved a litrle out into
the gloom and shouted to those behind
Philip turned 1o find Mrs. Becker look.
mng at kim m a ttmd, questioning sort
of way. the laughter gone from her
eves, For a moment she seemed to
be on the point of speaking to him,
then picked up a short stick and began
toying with the coals

“You must be tired, Mrs. Becker,” he
said  “Now that vou are near a fire, |
would suggest that you throw off your
heavy coat. Yon will be more com-
tfnrtah:e. and T will bring you a blanket
fao st on

He dived into his tent and a moment
later reappeared with a blanket, which
he spread close against the butt of a
big spruce within half a dozen feet of
the fire. When he turned toward her,
the colonel's wife had thrown off her
coat and turbin and stood before hum,
a shim and girlish figure, bewitchingly
pretty as the smiled her gratitude and
nestied down into the place he had pre-
pared for her, For a moment he bent
over her, tucking the thick fur abowm
her feet and knees, and in that moment
he breathed from the heavy coils of
her shining hair the flower-hike sweet-

the depths of his soul

Colonel Becker was smiling down
upon them when he straightened up,
and ag the humorous twinkle in his
eves, as he gazed from one to the other,
Steele felt that the guilt of his own
thoughts was blazing in his face. He
was glad that the Indians came up with
the sledges just at this moment, and
as he went back to help them with the
d.o’: and packs he swore softly at him.
seli for the heat that was in his blood
and the strange madness that was fir-
ing hi: brain And inwardly he cursed
himself still more when he returned to
the fire. From out the d 'il"nom he
saw the n;ﬂunel litti::d H‘t'l?il is back

you forgive |

ribly funny, and | assure you that was |

that she would be young and that she|

have |

his wartch. “I don't wsmally tarn in
this earlv. [ was tired to-night—though
I am not. now." he added quickiy "IJ
could sit uwp wnhl morning—and ralk

We don’t often meet people from out- |

There are Indians two sledges, and

a ton of duff” t
“Call them.” sanl Steele.  “There's |

room for your tent heside mine, colonel,

ness which had already stirred him to |

ed in sheer joy at the pout er-
ness with which she rubbed ink
cheek against the grizzled face agre
her end at "the gentie light in the
colonel’s eyes as he half carried her
mnto the tent.

_For a long time after he had rolled
himself in his own blanket Philip lay
awake, wondering at the strangeness
lnf this thing that had happened to him.
| It was Her hair that be had seen shin-
ing this night under the old spruce, lus-
trous and soft, and coiled in its simple
glory, as he had seen it last on the
night when Cheshro had broken in on
them at the ball. It was very easy for
{him to imagine that it had been Her
face, with soul and heart and love
he knew what had been missing for
;addcd to 1ts beauty. More than ever
thn: knew what had been missing for
him now; he blessed Cheshro for his
| blundering, and fell asleep to dream of
| the new face, and to awaken hours
| later to the unpleasant realization that
his visions were but dream-fabric after
all, and tha: the woman was the wife
of Col. Becker

CHAPTER IIL
A Skall and a Flirtation.

T was late aftermoon when they

I came mtn Lac Baip, and as soon
as Philip had turned over the

colonel and his wife to Breed, he hur.
ried to his own cabin. At the door
he encountered Buck Nome. The two
men had not met since a month be-
| fore at Nelson House, and there was
but lhitle cordiality in Steele's greetin
1as he went through the formality o
shaking hands with his associute

“I'm going to say howdy to 'em.” ex-
plamned Nome, pausing for a2 moment
“Deuce of a good joke om you. Steele!
How do you ke the job of bringing
Iin an old colonel's frozen wife, or a
frozen colonel's old wife, eh ™™

Every fiber in Steele’s body grew
tense at the banter in the other's voice,
He whirled spon Nome, who had part-
Iy wrned away. “You remember—vou
lied down there at Nelson to get just
such a ‘job' azx this," he remmded.
| “Have you forgotten what happened—
| after that#
J “Don’t grt miffed about it
| retuirned Nome with an irnitatin
“All's fair m love and war. That was
love down there, 'pon my word of
henor 1t was, and this is about as near
the other thing as [ want to come™
There was something i his laugh
that drew Steele’s lips in a ught line
15 he entered the calun It was not
the first time that he had listened to
Nome's gloating chuckle at the men-
iion of certain women. It was this
more than anvthing else that made him
| hate the man. Physwcally, Nome was
4 magnificent specimen, bevond doubt
the handsomest man i the service
north of Winmipeg ; that while other
men despised him for what they knew,
| women admired and loved him—untl,
'now and then too late for their own
salvation, they discovered that s mo-
| ral code was rotten to the core. Sach
la thing had happened at Nelson House,
and Phihp feit himself burning with a

man.”

fadgh.

80

f desire to choke the lLife out of Nome
as he recalled the tragedy rhere. And
| what would  happen—now " The

thought came to him like a dash of
| eold water, and yet, after a moment,
| his teeth gleamed in @ smile as a wis-
| rose before hum of the love and
whirh he Rad <een in the sweet

on

purny

fa he eolonel's wife. He chuckled
{tly to himself as he dragged out a
pack from under his bunk; but there

was no humor wn the chuckle From
it he took a bundle wrapped in soit
| birch-bark, and from this produced the
skull that he had brought up with
| him from the South There was a
tremble of excitement in his Tow laugh
as he glanced about the gloomy intenor

of the cabin. From the log ceiling
hung a2 g oal lamp with a tin re-
flector, and under this he hung the
skull

T BHE CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY.)

Antarctie Coal.
From the Philadeithis Presa

Capt. Secott's reparted discovery of
eoal In the Antarctic regions is the most
imporiant practica] result of the search
for the South Pale, Whether the de-
posits ars large or small and the quality
of the coml are matters yat tn ha ascers
tained by geclogists and axperin

Thers may be srror or exaggeration
astimating the wvalues and extent of enr
Alnska conl flelda hut there s no reason
to question the fact that the deposits
In the American tirritory dre wonder-
fully rich. Though In tne frosen North
they are accesalbls an the future sourca
of coal supply to meot all the require-
ments of Industries (n the United Btates
for centuries to cOme.

Chinese coal may fAnd lis way Into the
markets of the world before many yoars,
It may be that the coal fields of Alsska
and China and posaibly those of Persia
will be nearly exhausted hefore means
are found to make avalinble the cosl in
the Antarctie regions. The ire barrier
and the Intense cold of the temperature
will prevent any !mmediats utilisation
of the deposits there

¥et it I well to know that such an
uitimats resource for fuel exiels. Aus-
tralis and New Zealand will doubtless
lead In finding means to overcome the
difficolties in the futore, but geners-
tioms at lsast are lkely to pess befors
the effort ls consummated. There should
be no more talk about the exhaustion of
the Wworld's coml for centuries to come,
but pevertheless wise conservation In the
existing mining flelds is to be studiously
obeerved

Carborundum first was produeed by a
chomist. who, while expermenting with
» bhappened to pilsce carbon
electrodes connected with a dynamo Into
a bowl containing some crushed coks and

£
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